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SLOPER INSULTED. 


“Imitation is the sincerest flattery, as we all know, but Poor Pa, for one, doesn’t exactly think so. It seems that while doing Ascot this year, in the 
company of several of the ‘Friv.’ girls, Papa was accosted by a nigger troupe, one of whom was got up to resemble his own eminent self. Naturally, he was 
dreadfully annoyed, and would doubtless have demolished the impudent caricaturist had not the latler showed signs of a pugilistic training. As it was, after 
letting off steam for the space of ten minutes, Poor Pa calmed down sufficiently to imbibe freely of his favourite beverage with the transgressor.”’—Tootsir. 


PLEASURE AND PAIN. 7 BERRY, EXECUTIONER. 


—+ 


Ir possibly might have struck the ordinary Englishman 
of, say, a hundred years ago as rather odd to find the comn- 
mon hangman—Dennis, suppose we say, who figured in 
Charles Dickens’ “ Barnaby Badges “—advertising ina thea. 
trical medium (had sucha paper thenexisted) for halls to let 
and vacant dates for his entertainment. But nothing now 
adavs seems to be too odd, and so Mr. James Berry not only 
publishes his autobiography, but gives an illustrated lec 
ture to the Highly Cultivated, the Gentle and the Fair on 
the noble art of scragging. 

“The strongest point,” says the writer of an introductory 
chapter to Mr. Berry's book, “is los tender-heartedness,” 
And he adds, “Mr. Berry's ocenpation was not by any 
means taken up from a love of the ghastly, or any pleasure 
in the work. Even in his business as an executioner his 
soft-heartedness has shown itself, for, though it has never 
caused him to flinch on the seaffold, it has led him to study 
| most carefully the science of his subject, and to take great 
| pains to make death painless.” The writer continues -—* I 

lena that on some occasions when Le has been due te 
start for a place of execution, his repusnance to the tek 
has been so great that his wife and her mother have been 
obliged to use the greatest possible force of persuasion to 


Doblet doted upon lawn tennis, He simply lived One day, whilst he was disporting himself before his A tennis ball in the eve was quite sufficient to rouse prevent him shirking his duties.” 
ca oe | there is nat the slightcst doubt he would best Sunday girl. there appeared on the seene Farmer him, and Doblet now thinks that.instrencgty, farmers This sterement wonld appear to be fully correbe 
e died for it, if uccessary, Trotwan, wie Luts lawu tems like puisun,, Cau give stroug meu peiuts aud a licking. what Mr. Lerry Liuaseli usceits, tur, say eles “Ub 


earnings are entirely ‘uncertain, since they wholly depend upon 
the number of executions.” (N.B.—10 a stretch, and £5 if the 
condemned is reprieved, together with travelling expenses.) “And 
this arrangement, by which my livelihood depends upon the 
number of poor fellows condemned to die, is to me the most re- 
pugnant feature of my work. It seems a horrible thing that I 
siiould have te peruse newspaper reports in the hope that a fellow 
creature may be condemned to death whenever | wish to feel sure 
that business is not falling off.” From Mr. Berry's point of view, it 
seemed only reasonable he should have a certain fixed income, that 
he might give his children “a fair start in life.” 

Mr. Berry is not too great an admirer of the Press, or, shall we 
say “press yard man"? Sometimes an interviewer would button- 
hole him and “spin a fearful and wonderful yaro out of his own 
head, and out of the gossip and rumours which seem to be con- 
stantly afloat, started by needy penny-a-liners.” He says, with some 
indignation: “Incorrect and exaggerated statements have been 
made in the Press, and so long as pressmen have treacherous 
memories, or vivid imaginations, it wilh continue to be so." One 
reporter stated that his choice of his profession killed his mother 
and brother; another, that after a double execution in Hereford 
he “retired to a neighbouring hotel, where a smoking concert was 
in progress, and there held a ghastly levee.’” 

Worst of all was the reporter's version with respect to the hanging 
of Poole at Dublin. This misleadiug liner thus quoted Mr. Berry's 
words :—* When I ’anged Poole, who murdered informer Kenny— 
O'Donnell, who murdered th’ other informer Carey, having been 
‘anged at Newgate th’ day before—there was a great mob in 
Dublin to prevent my getting into th’ prison, and nobody outside 
knew Poole was ‘anged until I was on th’ boat a-steaming away 
for Holyhead.” 

The reporter apanired how was that managed. “I'll tell you,” 
Mr. Berry replied, in a burst of confidence, “T shaves off my 
whiskers, and I puts on women’s clothes. That's th’ way I got into 
Dublin Jail, with my ropes and straps under my clothes, and that's 
th’ way I’ve done many a job.” 

_ But Mr, Berry indignantly denied that there was a word of truth 
in these statements and recovered £100 damages from the paper 
that printed it. 

* * * * *. e 
LATEST FROM THE HOWLING WASTE. 

me an’ the yoofle nobbleman from the cole an’ tateries is tyered 
off wating for biliam his pirait. we sai the boi isa lier, and we are 
a-eetin’ a ion red o't so as to hestrack a ful confeshun, 

(Next week,“ Hanging as a Business.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


——— 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 

should inclosea stam ped enrelope ad bl enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Thanks for sketches, ARTHUR BOWENS, But we've little space to 
spare; Please yourself le taly JACKY, SLOPER really doesn't 
care. Certainly you may, Miss MALLOW. We shall be elighted, 
HopGE. Surry, PHIL, they're unsuccessful ; better try another 
dodqe, Any diction'ry rill tell you What you want to know, 
J. FRY. SLOPER'S nerer done it, HOLLAND: And he doesn’t mean 
totry. Story's far too long, EVANDO, We've destroyed it,as you 
wished, There you had him, ETHEL SADLER, Done on toast and 
niecly dished, You can get it still, EXVIRO, One and twopence- 
ha penny, free. Very awkward, EMMIE STALLARD, You are 
rather upa tree. It's a betting dodge, A JOKER. Quite a common 
one, we know. Thanks for sketch of SLOPER, ARCHIE. Sorry that 
we cannot, JOE. Very much obligrd, A READER, Glad you liked 
i‘, ALBERT HART. That is quite correct, DEVOTEE, You should 
take the other part. : 
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£150 


will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with hisor her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Ring dens PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY 
Stoper’s Haur-Houipay” be sound upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident. “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- HOLIDAY” is 
published aes dgpees the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ing at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—_—— 


First Merchant. Well, Bitrehap: and how does your new clerk 

et on—turning out pretty satisiactory, eh? Tubbins spoke of 
Kim to me as a most brilliant young man. 

Srcond Merchant. Ah! did he? I'm afraid he made just a 
trifling mistake in the definition of his character; he probably 
meant flashy. + 


“4 MAN is known by the company he keeps,” sententiously 
remarked Mr. Buiter the other evening. “I’m sure he ain't,” 
replied the affectionate wife. “If I'd known you when you were 
keeping company with me, I should never have been Mrs. Buffer, 
more’s the pity.” ee 

s 


Mr, Clumberbump, What is that they are playing now? Is that 
Classical music ? 

Mrs. C. No, 1 don't think so, Mr. C, It is rather pretty. 

-* 
LIVEs of some men oft remind us 
We can get on whisky prime, 
Till they in the sawdust find us 
When the chucker-out calls “ Time!" 
s 
2 

Spifin. 1 think T shall pay a visit to one of those swell hair- 
cutting places in the West End and—er—get my hair cut to suit 
my features, don't you know, 

Spoffin, Jolly sight better go somewhere and get your features 
cut to suit yer hair. ce 

s 

Say what you like about the infrequency of his appearance, 
there's nothing mean about old Sol. SLOPER's been a great novel 
reader—read thousands of then in his time—and he is prepared to 
stake his world wide reputation that in ninety-nine out of every 
hundred some allusion is made to the sun “tipping the heroines 
hair with gold.” os 

s 
Penny Ice Cream Vendor. Theese ees lufly weather, eesn't it? 
Roast Chestnut Merchant, Ugh! Can't say as I cares for it, 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALP-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES—By Mies Sloper. 
No. 425.--The * Cossack” Costume. 


“T see your last pictures are all 
dated from Rome. I thought you 
had never been there ?" “I haven't. 
That's « bit of fake, and makes the 
pictures sell well.” 


WAS SHE, INDEED ? 


“Ah, me! I was then a fond child 
of frolicsome parents.” 


First Swetl. Td—haw !—go over and speak to that pwetty girl if I could think 
of anything to say. 


me Swell, Stop heah, deah boy, and she'll think you don't want to speak to 


A young Indy, residing in 
the neighbourhood of the Mil- 
deweries, whose beart SLOPER 


MOUNTED INFANTRY. has fairly captivated. 


aL 


' the 


| knocked him into the gutter. 


(Saturday, June 18, 1892, 


Master Printer (entering hurriedly). Forty-eight lines wants 
at once, sir—on the leader page. Be 

Sub-Editor. Allright. I'll send it down in less than a minute 
(Searches rapidly through a pile of copy.) Confound it all! can; 
tind anything to cut down to that length. Nevermind, (5 
pm sits and writes.) “THE APPROACHING DISSOLUTION,—\\,,. 
nave the very highest authority for stating that the date of ¢).. 
Dissolution is already fixed, and that it will take place somewiie;. 
about the latter end——” etc. *\° 


IT was rude of old Mac, when ALLY said, “TI like a wooden pave. 
ment above all others,” to reply, “ Natural enough, old man; jr’: , 
little softer than granite to the reflecting-box when you come dow; 
on the back of itaftera night off.” ALLY was wrath. “ McGooselo:. 
—despite friendship—you're 2 man that ought to be put down,’ 
“Don't say ‘Put down, ALLY! Don't talk ever of meas if Twa. 
drink! You never can keep that out of your head. * Put down’: 
—I ain't a three-penn‘o'rth.” Alas! alas! 

* 


I HOLD it true that one who sings 
In varied melancholy tones 
And lies down on the paving stones, 
Has been imbibing many things. 
os —Tennispa, 
= 


“Wus1n Is kurereus kreechers: moast ovv Them wil skreach 
loudlea iff squeesed round the waste. Yette they urts Themseiv«s 
moor with sqwezin staise and doant ‘oller no not nutthin’ at all." — 
Extract from Our Office Boy's Philosophy, Vol. III, Chap. 27, 
page 289. *° 


ScENE—Race-course. 

Merryman. D'ye see that stout old chap over there by the rails— 
the man just lighting a cigar? Well, he's one of the best judzes o/ 
horseflesh in the country. 

Friend. Is he, indeed? Well, you really do surprise me, oid 
fellow. I should never have thought it for an instant. Why, ie 
doesn't look a bit like a regular sporting man, 

Merryman, He isn't, my boy ; he's in the wholesale cats’-:nea: 
line. * 


“WoMEN are equally brave as men,” said Miss Tabitha Tub. 
thumper, the eminent women’s rights lecturer. “ Place her in ti.» 
tented field, and she will face the powder any day.” Ard ama’e 
wretch in the audience remarked, “ Anyway, you prove that slic | 
powder the face.” ** 


It’s such hot weather, and SLOPER'S been that thirsty, thar, 
as he quaintly observed, “The only real pleasant dream I've iii 
for a long time was when I thought the Monument was filled wiry 
iced gin and soda and I stood on the top sucking it up fora un; 
drink.” *\° 


Scenze—At the Old aay. 
a the prisoner! Will he be found guilty? 
But he'll get off easy, ‘cos he made a clean 


Visitor, Oh!—ah!—yes, of course; but—er—what a pity he 
didn't make a clean face of it as well while he was about it. 


ANSWER TO CORRESPONDENT.—INQUIRER.—There is no dour 
whatever but that too much work at the horizontal bar is bad 
anyone in training, and so is the indiscriminate use of clubs. We 
Beloae to three clubs and constantly make use of the bar ourselve-, 


so that we speak from experience. | 


s 
Hor they brought her warrior screwed. 
She ne'er wept nor uttered cry ; 
And her maidens softly cooed, 
“ Ain't the master got a eye!" 
Then they slanged him—called him low— 
Named him worthy to he boiled ; 
Wondered she could stand it so !— 
Said her better half she spoiled. 
s* 


s 
Mabe! (tearfully). 1 don't know why you should object to 


George coming here, papa. I—I love him ; and—and I'm sure he> 
a very promising young man. | : ’ a 
Parent. That's just what it is, my dear girl—he's too promisins : 
I heard, only the other day, that he’s had two actions for breaci 
brought against him already, and he says he’s only twenty-six now, 
s 


* 

Mr. De Boozer, Well, if that isn’t a woman's trick, upon my 
word! Fancy putting on your shoes with the handle of the ha: 
brush! 

Urs. De B. Well, it isn't eo bad as having to put on your hat 
with the shoe-horn, as I heard you tell Lushington you had tod 
yesterday morning. And I should like to know what you did with 
it afterwards, for I’ve never been able to find it since. 

s¢ 
s 

THERE'S nothing so amusing in life as to find out that your 
neighbour's wife was kissed by the policeman, in mistake for th« 
slavey, when she was looking through the aren railings to sc" 
whether her old man was coming round the corner. Yet if 1 
happens to be your own, you want to know at once why you cant 
get a divorce for 3s. 6:/., and whether it ought to be regarded asa 
crime to boil alive a constable in a kitchen copper filled with yvun- 
crocodiles and steel forks. *\* 


IT isa remarkable thing how frequently people say things tha 
do not mean. The other day, old Mr. Grumbleton w"- 
walking along, and some careless fellow ran into his fat stem) 
and trod on his ay toe. High words ensued, and ultimately od 
Grumbleton lost his temper and exclaimed, “ You impudent ase! 
I'll show you how to treat a gentleman !” and he forthwiis 
Lid 
s 


THE old clothes man who does our round is a. philosopher 
“There ain't nothing like women,” he says, “ for putting a valur 
things o' their own. Why, one of ‘em ‘IT want a dozen geraniut- 
and a water-lily in a glass bowl! for a pair o’ stays with both ti 
busks broke, while you could gammon the same person * hushare 
into giving you 4 greatcoat and a pair of kicksies for asquare 1!) 
of mustard and cress grown in a pomatum pot!” 

ss 


2 
I ASKED her to give me a lock of her hair, 
She said not a curl could she possibly spare ; 
The reason [ never could fathom until 
We married and | paid her hairdresser’s bill. 
s 
HE was somewhat shortsighted, even when he looked throuz! : 
telescope. “What an odd steamboat!” he said: “ why, theres: 
reat pink line all round it.” “Pink line? * said the wealth’ 
ten beach loafer, “that ain't no pink line, it’s only the pecr" 
faces a-leaning over the bulwarks—it'sa bit rough weather, guy be" 
and it's the Margate boat.” ** 


Jimson, What's the matter with Goodyman? he used to wis 
well enough; but he seems as lame as a cab horse now. ae 

Snooksby. Ah, poor chap! it’s a terrible shame—all causes | 
his socks, you know. 

Jimson, His socks! what on earth do you mean? Ke 

Snooksby. Wel yo see, he's just becomeengaged. A dear ina 
trious littie soul she is, and she insists upon knitting his so" : 
although she’s o dreadfully bad hand at it. Poor Goods" 
daren't offend her by refusing to wear ‘em, but he tells me t 
knots and lumps are worse than torture to him. 


Saturday, June 18, 1892.) 
~——TFooTSIE AT SESTOS. 


—_—. 


; rng ing that may surprise the ordinary play goer is that 

LE Asta Hero ora Hero a heroine. but that’s the fact, and 
Lae you can't get over it, 

Hero, otherwise Mrs. Brown 
Potter, is beloved by Mr. 
Kyrle Bellew, which his play 
name is Leander. According 
to Ma's “ Lempriére," the story 
of their loves is very aiiek 
like that of mauy other young 
couples even in these prosaic 
times, Hero loves Leander 
and Leander loves Hero, Lean- 
der goes aud gets drowned by 
necident in a storm, and Hero 
commits suicide, One can't 
help feeling sorry for Hero and 
J.eander, but only a little 
sorry, because they somehow 
dunt seem to mean it. 

Mr. Kyrle Bellew’s play is in 
three acts, and is, he says, 
suggested by Grillparzer’s ver- 
sion of the mythological 
legend, and 1s written in blank 
verse. According to some of 
the critics, the verse is very 
blank indeed, and possibly the 
author has received at the 
hands of the critical division a 
somewhat unvecessary amount 
of slating. It is possible, too, 
that Mr. Kyrle Bellew has never 
been first favourite with male 
critics, and whatever he may 
write, or however he may 
ae, he would hardly be able to please them, Whether or not the 

- and the performance will attract the public, it is ditticult to 
ess, }ean't help thinking. though, that the lady visitors to the 
~,utesbury Theatre will be immensely delighted with the beauti- 
4; -eonerv, lovely dresses aud charming music, especiglly with the 
iter. which quite takes the cake of anything L have yet seen on 
Lhe stage. 

Asa spectacle, little is left to desire. The grouping and dances 
are in the best taste, and Miss Fannie Brown deserves great praise 
tortie wav she has executed a task which must have been one of 
no staal difficulty. On the shoulders of Mr, 1. W. Charles much 
)borions work must have fallen before evervthing had reached the 
sce of perfection in which we find it, fur on the first night all 

en without a hiteh, 

\sa play, there is very little to be said in its favour, the lines 
heing dull and prosy, and the situations far from thrilling. In fact, 
i don’t mind whispering this to you in confidence, I went fast 
asleep during its” first 
performance, and 
ssonid doubtless have 
done so daring — the 
se-uud had L witnessed 


Leaader: Mu. KYRLE BELLEW. 


it. 

Mrs. Brown Potter is 
very pretty, and her 
sostumes delightful. 
» she cannot at her 
niost pathetic moments 
quite contrive to bring 
tne tears to the eyes of 
tue audience, for the 
part she plays is, to a 
certain extent, a thank- 
Ives one; but she is 
throughout a perfect 
peture, and p'eases the 
muority of the male 
fraternity adorning the 
front row of the stalls. 
Lewis Waller treats us 
to some fine acting, but, 
us far as yood looks are 
concerned, he is quite 
outclassed ; hut we can- 
not all be Kyrle Bellews 
It used to be said of 
FPechter, Lam told, that 
vayed the lover in 
time very realistic. 
wiv; but | have never 
se nanvbody make love 
as Kvrle Bellew does, 

He isadear! How [ wish T were playing Hero to his Leander !—I 
shouldn't care for Bob's jealousy a bit. 

In the most becoming of costumes he throws himself into the 
most gracefulattitudes. His voice is music itself. and his passionrte 
peading goes straight to your heart. [can quite understand why 
plain and undersized proprietor of loveliness in the large lump 
sets aly wild when fervid ecstasy is expressed on the way home 
Th the @ab, 

(“wish yon could sit a little more that way, rou're on my dress. 
Hlow awkward you are with your feet—that's rignt, you've kicked 
m:now! TL never saw a more clumsy man in my life! I wish L'd 
uever married you!" 

It is rather difficult, nowadays, tc quite understand what is the 

‘ sort of play that a rising 
play writer ought to try 
on Press and public. The 
Press, particularly, is 2 
bit hard to get at, and 
seems to take a pleasure 
in slating plays from the 
pens of novices, The 
dramatic critic for one 
journal is diametrically 
opposed to the senti- 
ments expressed by ano- 
ther, but you will find, 
as a rule, that but very 
few ever consider the 
question of what pays 
best. And so we go on 
and on, and the mana- 
vers drop their little bit 
of coin—and serve ‘em 
right, eh, don’t you 
think? But there! some 
of them are not half bad 
fellows when you know 
them, but the great thing 
is—you've got to know 
them first. 

I do hope that Mr. 
John Lart may secure a 
run in Hero and Lean- 
der, The weather is all 
against him, certainly ; 
for, with these beautiful 
fine evenings, it mast be 
a Ra heer ‘ fn attraction indeed 
which will fill any theatre. But if you take my advice, and eee and 


‘war all the good things at the Sk , *t think y i 
be disappointed, is he Shaftesbury, I dou’t think you will 


Hero: MRS. BROWN POTTER. 
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“THE WORLD WELL LOST." 

THERE are roses down in the quiet glade, 
Where only the merry sunbeams float ; 

There are white shells far on the sapphire sea, 
Where the mermaids drift in a fairy boat; 

There are sweet songs suug by the passing wind, 
Where only the wilful waves are tossed, 

And they breathe, like the words of an old, old strain, 
“ He will live for love, and the world well lost.” 


There are hearts that ope, like a waking flower, 
To the sinile of love in life's tender dawn ; 
There are lips that yield toa sweet embrace, 
And eyes that shine as the golden morn; 
And the song of each heart is the same for aye, 
And love's treasure is bought at the same sweet cost, 
For the earth is fair, and su glad the way, 
When we live for love, aad the world well lost. 
=e 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER: 


(Written by himself, with passing observations and footnotes 
by his Sriends and relations.) 


CHAPTER XI. 
LITERARY TASTES, 


MANY have asked me, by word of mouth and by letter also (from 
remotest parts of Whitechapel and the other end of Camberwell), 
why it was that | took to literature. 

(Because he couldn't take to anything else properly—unless it 
was “ Unsweetened,” and he’s always taken ready enough to that 
—the old twopenn’urth packer.— McG.) 

My first adventures that way, when at quite aa early age, attracted 
much attention, 

* You see, that lad will make a name in the world,” said an old 
friend, the assistant at the Lombardian House round the corner. 

“We shall hear of ALLY some day—he's trying his best to make 
the world know what's in him.” 

(Now, that's just what's the worse of the Old Man. When he 
has got something in him, anyone can tell it ata glance. If he's 
only had three glasses, it’s the unfatherly winking dodge he puts 
on; if he’s had nigh on a half a dozen, he’s sure to say, “ SLOPER 
is at times more than a man, and can lick anybody into fits.” 
Then, when he gets on towards the dozen, there's a corkscrewiness 
about the Old Man's gait and way of trying to steer for the lamp- 
posts both sides of the road at once, that's enough to give a lame 
Jackdaw the croup and to spare.—Mxs. 8.) 

My father, justly proud of me, would, dear, good man ! insert his 
thumbs into the arm-holes of his waistcoat, and observe— 

“My boy knows his way about. ALLY kuows a thing or two, 
and knows how to put it down on paper.” 

My first effusions, like those of many others, were poetical. I 
addressed some touching lines to the niece of the “Red Sun.” 
They were afterwards inserted iu the Slueum-cum-Podger Guardian, 
They began with a touching appeal to the moon— 

“The moon did wink upon our happy love, 
The star looked down and twigged it from above.” 

The landlord of the “Red Lion” saw my work. He said, “I 
uae only tu wait long enough to see young SLOPER do some- 
thing!” 

(Do something, indeed! There was not a beggar that didn't 
know him, from the milkman to the water rates, but what said, 
“If that young ‘un didn’t do time, I'm on the way to Colney 
Hatch.” A lot they thought of him.—MCN.’S UNCLE.) 

When I first appeared in poue—ta prose—aud saw my name, I 
shed a few tears of happy pride 

(We regret to say that a ribald spirit is occasioned abroad in 
reference to our friend the Friend of Man. Someone has had the 
effrontery to assert that the first time Mr. SLOPER's name was in 
print was in the Bow Street Police Court report, and the second 
at Marylebone. Let such base s!ander be stitled—ED.) 

( To be continued next week.) 
ges 


GRASPING THE SITUATION. 
THOUGH he bore the uame of Muggins he was hardly such a 
juggins 
As you'd faney from o casual inspection ; (him 
And the pals who really knew him found they coulda’t hope to du 
And escape without exposure or detection, (thouzh, 
Tle was always “just too late,” though, had a prize for such a fate, 
Been offered, he was qualified to win it. 
For no sooner was he hocussed than his mind the swindle focussed, 
Aud he grasped the situation iu a minute. 


As a lad he wasn't wary, and he purchased a canary 
For a guinea from a person in the street ; 

It had won a hundred prizes of a!l sorts of shapes and sizes, 
For its notes were super excellently sweet-- 

So the man at least assured him, but it pretty nearly floored him 
When he found ‘twas but « golden painted linnet ; 

For a bath the bird indulged in, and the secret thus divulged him, 
And he grasped the situation iu a minute, 


When he first came up to London his faith in man was undone, 
For some gentlemen who treated him to liquor 

Took a stroll “just round the corner,” and our hero was a mourner 
For his pocket-book and tifty guinea ticker. 

His confidence was charming, for he'd sworn, with oaths alarming, 
In the strangers’ bina fuse he would pin it; 

But we'll own he'd hardly parted in this manner open-hearted 
When he grasped the situation in a minute, 


When the royal sport of racing later on he took to gracing 
With his presence, he received a splendid tip, 
And he boldly laid a fiver on this very dark outsider, 
Which a knowing friend had told him was a snip. 
His fancy got home grandly, and our hero, smiling blandly, 
Sought the bockie who had “ fifties’ laid “agin” it, 
But the penciller had flitted and poor Muggins was outwitted, 
hough he grasped the situation in a minute. 


He was hopelessly in love with an auriferous haired dove, with 
A trifle over twenty thousand pounds ; 
But he called when unexpected, and his ear at once detected 
A series of suspicion-raising sounds. 
He neared his love's apartment, and the beating of his heart meant 
That a rival and the heiress both were in it, 
And by See eit just the merest—overheard her call him 
“dearest "— 
Well, he grasped the situation in a minute. 


BY THE WAY. 

DID rou ever come across— 

A bank holiday train that did not contain at least one gent with 
a German concertina? 

A shirt of anyone else’s that would fit you? 

A shirt of yours that wouldn't fit anyone else—from Goliath to 
Barnum’s male Albino ? 

A woman who could tie up a nightshirt and pair of socks ina 
brown paper parcel of less dimensions than 28ins, by 36? 

A coat of which you didn't kuow the whisky stains better than 
anyone else? 

A friend in an hour of need at Ascot who hadn't had his last 
hundred on the second in the last race? 

The same friend when he had won as much as half a crown? 

A pint of winkles that didn't contain its wrong ‘un? 

A policeman who lived up to the blue ribbon in his buttonhole? 

A street door keyhole that didn't crawl into some corner and 
pull the hole in after it at four in the morning when you got back 
frum the Derby? 

A girl “ who couldn't bear the taste” of Gunter’s ices? 

The ice itself. after it had been ten minutes in her company? 

Because A. SLOPER never did! 


SPITE SPILT. 


Ss 
Brown was furious. The manager of the Matternay Theatre. 
when he accepted Brown's curtain-raiser, Rumbles, liad promised 
Brown that his 
work = should 
raise the cur- 
tain on the 
occasion of the 
first night pro- 
duction of the 
Seciety Sui- 
eide ; and now 
he had written 
to Brown, say- 
ing that it 
would be im- 
osesible for 
Rumbles to 
make its start 
then, as he an- 
ticipated — the 
Society Suicide 
would not be 
played “close” 
enough at its 
first representa- 
tion to allow 
time for a lever 
de rideau, 

That was why 
Brown was fu- 
rious, (Some 
people are 
so awfully 
touchy!) That 
was why Brown 
rose from the breakfast table with an oath and some egg on his lips, 
and kicked the cat and bullied the canary, und told his wife that if 
she was so keen on going out of town this season, she had better 
go to Heligoland. Not lifealone, but several things beside were 
«blank with Brown that morning. It was blank this, blank that, 
and blank the other from nine to noon, sud all because his 
Rumbles was not going to be played before a tirst vight audience, 

Brown was scarcely to be sympathized with. It was not from 
want of money that he wrote small plays and had them put up at 
the theatres ; it was not because that thing of ornitho-financial con- 
struction, the oof-bird, was a strange creature to his sight, that he 
always went to the bother of holding a pair of scissors in his right 
hand when he read a novel ora play, It was not from lack of 
lucre, but from 
lack of pity for 
those of his fel- 
low-creatures 
who — depended 
upon this sort of 
tabour for an ex- 
istence outside 
the workhouse 
(and a name in- 
side the — play- 
house) that 
Octavius An- 
thony Brown pur- 
sued the genial 
occupation of 
brain- burglary, 
His stock broking 
business brought 
him in plenty of 
other people's 
money, besides 
which his wife 
had a lot in her 
own right (which 
was right in his 
own bank), so he 
could afford to 
take the revenge 
he was resolved 
on But, even 
then he ran no 
risk. If, by run- 
ning the principal 

lay, he shut up the theatre, and so made the production of 
aables at the Watcemsy an impossibility altogether, he could 
get it performed elsewhere. 

Poor misguided Octavius Anthony Brown! 


Rose from the breakfust ta! le. 


A sovereign each, 


Did ever dramatic 


author make such a muddle of it as he /—and dramatic authors, mind 


you, are pretty apt at this sort of game. Six sovereigns: x hard 
earned iby someone else), full weight sovereigns gone !—and for 
what?) Surely for the worst six poundsworth of anything that was 
ever purchased ! : 

With this consoling reflection pervading his mind, he sought out 
six of the strongest lunged clagueurs in the town (he knew where 
to lay his hand upon these, having used them many a time before 
for the purpose of applauding his other rag-!ifters). and mid them 
a sovereign each to [iss and hovt at the first curtain-fall at the 
Matternay Theatre. ‘ . 

The would-be (if he could have been) dramatist was all im- 

atience for the result of his clever little arrangement. The men 
1e'd tipped to howl down the Svciety Suicide were men of double 
welted lung, whose voices might have drowned a dozen Salvation 
Army nds, 
with an Irish 
wake, a piano 
organ, and a 


steam saw 
thrown in. 

The eventful 
night arrived. 
Brown. re- 
mained at 
home. 


“Lil teach 
him to treat ine 9} 
aud my work + 
in this shabby 
way,” he said, 
picking up the 
hewspaper and 
looking down 
the theatrical 
advertisements. 

It would have 
been better for 
Brown if he 
had inspected 
this column in 
the morning in- 
stead of the 
evening, for he 
read now that 
the Matternay 


manager had The result. 
decided, after . eran 
all, to produce Rumbles, which Brown had so carefully arransee 


should be cried down into oblivion. ; : 

Managers don’t much care about Octavius Anthony Brown sean 
author. They say he duesn't go down well with the put and 
gallery. 


wil i ee 


Me Ah, ves; Tmnst admit that women ocea- 
sionally rival men in intellect; but, then, you 
sev, they are so inferior in strength and stature, | 


4% Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friewls whove portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No. 239.—Miss Minin CLARKE. 


“ Love's fatal passiun once again euthrals me.” 

—The Dook Snook. 

“What joy to know that she returns my love!" —Lerd bub, 

“Oh, Marie, Marie! won't you Marie me ¢" —The Hon, Billy. 
a a 


(1). The dear Elder, we are afraid, walks in his sleep, 


Miss Cue, OL, Mr. Spot, yon don't half swing me, 
Mr. Spot, Coufound the cannon off the cush! 


«2). © Boiled biue bricks and yelpiu’ vatmeal, whit’s tlis ¥" roared MeNab, 


an 
Wt \ 


A CURE FOR THE GOUT. 
“ How did you get on with your lecture last night ?” “Fine, my 


LAWN BILLIARDS. 
dear friend, tine! I lost ten pounds, 
spiration poured out of me.” 


(Saturday, June 18, 1899. 


“What dreadful things glasses are, dear! (Cin+ 
see with them a bit— must wear them, thouy:,, | 
suppose, they're so fashionable.” -- £xtract 1ro>, 
Letter of Young Lady. 


.L was so nervous, the per- 


| 
| 
| 
| 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—SAM ADAMS, Esc 


It isevening. At the Trocadero the grand variety entertainment is in full swing. 
Talented artiste follows talented artiste on the stage with lightning-like rapidity. 
No waits—pass on—next, please !——(1), Terpsichore in tights and trailing skirts 
twirl trinmphant—(2). And Euterpe joyously strikes the melodions lyre. Yes, and 
A. SLOPER is prepared to do the same to the unuielodious ditto, if he dares say that 
this is not indeed a goodly show. % Bayliss, my boy,” cries the well known voice of 
the Eminent, as he slaps Mr, Sam Adams’ genial manager on the back, “ where 3 
Sam? Oh, there you are, n; Tsay, I'm here to interview yon-—to include thee, 
my Valued friend, aumougst my Distinguished Ones, Nay, blush not, but up anid 
speak ye thine eventful history from childhood’s happy hours upwards.” Now, it 


would have been better, perhaps, for the purpuses of the interview if Mr. Sam | 
for champagne, however famous the brand, 


Adams had not been se jolly hospitable : 
does not bleud tuo well with—say, three-quarters of a yard of * Unsweetened,” sup- 


McPARRITCH CURES THE ELDER OF SOMNAMBULISM. 


plicd in lengths at various establishments in the course of the previous hour.— +) 
“Sam, d'boy, I musht have ‘nother light. Thanksh; don't ‘pol'gize, itsh nothin” 
and A. SLOVER cooled his blistered boco in the ice pail. “I wash thinkin’, Sam, thst 
it would not be inproprit if I addresshed few wordsh to audience.” And, before Mr. 
Sam Adams could step him, the Wreck had scrambled on to the stage. — (4! 
“ Ladish and gentl'm, as infiential Member of t’ House, musht ask you to return Be 
your mosht hearty thanksh for gettin’ sketches leglized in Muskalls. Now, I a1. 
before you I proposh givin’ you a little v'riety entertainment of my own, We wil 
commensh with few feats of pre—presh—damn the word !—prestidigtashun, Alem 
will any lady or ventl'm "blige me with loan of half-crown? Ne! then I will pr 

sheed to give you little acrobatic performansh,” (5). Here A. SLOPER, Ihe 
his balance as well as his head, fell over the footlights into a kettledrum, where 
perhaps, under the circumstances, it will be as well to leave him till next week. 


(3). Aud Parritch said, “ There's naething like French nail tonic for curing that sart 0° tomfoviels 
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- Phew !- 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. : 


Hullo, here! How do you like the warm weather, eh? Summer's come upon us with arush, | Zhe Church contrives the vent to mend—The Miners Strike 1s at an end —Though hos resigned, we 
hasn't it? and the time is not far distant now when the Eminent will pack his numerous traps, | seen again Shall hear a lot of Mr. Blaine :—The Ancient Fabric, as we see, Is ancovus to remain 
gather his family around him, and quit the hot dusty metropolis and endeavour to recuperate his | MW.P.:—Sume fiery Cossacks here behold, They're at the Wild West Show, I'm told :—The Czar ana 
shuttered energies by sojourning for a few months by the sad sea waves. But you are impatient. | Buy p ror mect at Kiel, And ask cach other how they feel :—Of warmish days we've had a spell, 
I will detain you no longer. On June the fourth all Eton's gay, For ‘tis Commemoration day :— Bit weean do with more as well, That'sall this week. Ta, ta !——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


SHE KNEW BETTER. 


“Tam sorry you have lost your little boy ; he seemed such a 
promising lad.” 

“ Promising! why, the very last Sunday the blessed angel 
Passed on this earth, sure, he aimed @ bootjack at his father and 
kn ‘cked him clane under the table.” 


i 1 =. as * 
A Sloperian duckling, with several features in common with 


the Eminent—not the least noticeable of which being its 
marked dislike to water. 


x2 


SY 


Rich Unele. My dear Thomas. I have noticed with pain that 
von frequently exchange sly glances with pretty virls, I dout 


“Not like pushing a p'tam.? Why, Ido it to show off my figure! Catch me carrying @ vaby i” | like it. I never did such things wheu I was your uge. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


tS 
Tur craze for novelty, which is gradually invading all our insti- 
tutions, hw tm 


wereptinto spurt. Ordinary coutests are becoming 
played out and the blasé pub- 
lic pine for origivality—some- 
thing that’s never been done 
before, don’tcherknow. It is 
but a short time ago that an 
inoffensive lunatic hepped 
from St. Petersburg to Berlin 
on ove leg, and nowa number 
of idiots are seeking notoriety 
by journeying from Bordeaux 
tu Biarritz—a matter of 
nearly four hundred miles— 
on stilts ; whilst about a dozen 
girls, similarly mounted, will 
display their epeed and petti- 
voats over one-eighth the dis- 
tance. Now, we should never 
have heard of them had these 
good peuple attempted the 
juuruey on the limbs provided 
them by Nature; and if this 
sort of thing goes on, a walk- 
ing coutest on all-fours, a 
football match blindfolded, or 
alawn-tenuis tournament with 
teatrays will soon become 
comparatively common, 
* 


s 

THE Mildewed Plunger has 
this day been pleased to con- 
fer the “Award of Merit” 
upon F, ALLSOPP, because 
he won the Derby on,Sir Hugo.“ Feyther,” moaned the Cerulean 
Orbed Lightweight, “why, oh! why did you pile it all on 
Bonavista? A quid—one paltry quid aloae—on Sir ‘Ugo would 
not only have paid out the man in possession, but saved your 
blue eyed heir's Sunday bags from the leaving shop. Ob, feyther, 
feyther'——" But at this suze the Aged Turfite com letely 
broke down under his offspriug’s bitter reproaches, and shed 
scalding tears into his gin cotd as he retlected o'er the misery aud 

devastation he had brought upon his once ‘appy ‘ome. 

. 


Just so. The cricket season is voung yet, but already two men 
have met their death whilst indulging in the gate. But little notice 
has been taken of these fatal accidents which, had they vccurred 
at football, would have been loudly heralded abroad.“ Another 
Fatal Accidentin the Football Field” would haveappeared in leaded 
type in half a dozen journals, whilst a score of croakers would 
have instantly sat themselves down and written indignaut epistles 
to the particular newspaper they patrouise, protesting in vigorous 
terns aguinst the “highly dangerous and brutailising pastime.” 


THE many attractions of the Horticultural Exhibition have been 
added to by a highly interesting exhibition of “ performing” ants, 
as well as an 
entertainment 
in the Swiss 
Chalet in the 
Western Gar- 
dens, entitled 
Daphne — 
seven delight- 
ful illusions 
and beautiful 
floral transfor- 
mations, 
Every body has 
been to the 
“ Floweries,” 
of course. [tis 
na piace to go 
to, not once or 
twice, but 
many — times$; 
but, remember, 
girls, the next 
Visit you pay, 
don't = forget 
to insist upon 
your mash 
taking you in 
to make a call 
on Daphne. 


s 

Dury is duty, but, nevertheless, SLOPER'S head dramatic critic 
felt in anything but an amiable frame of mind as he arrayed hime 
self “like unto a waiter,” as George Moore would say ; and, braving 
all the horrors of Bank Ho!iday travelling, journeyed up from his 
country estate in order to be present at the iuitial Froductiou of 
the new Irish drama, Strathlogan, ouly to find that, “ owing to the 
elaborate nature of the scenery to be ewployed,” it had been post- 
poned until the following Thursday. SLOPER'S young man dues 
not swear. but he really felt for once that the judicious use of a 
few choice cuss words would have been a positive relief. 


THE eccentric Davy Stephens, Kingstown, paid bis annual visit to 
London during Epsom week, and, of course, called ov SLOPER to 
pay his respects. It is since Davy's last visit that that classical 
ditty, “Git yer ’Air Cut!” first became popular, and, considering 
the length of Mr, Stephens’ ringlets, it’s rather lucky for him that 
the sung is at about its last gasp. 

* 


For the present, at any rateas faras the evening bill is concerned 
Beerbohim Tree has shelved Hamlet, and, in its stead, has revive 
that sterling old 
comedy, Peril, The 
general run of play- 
goers are familiar 
with the plot of 
Peril, so it is, of 
course, unnecessary 
to go into details; 
and, as it is not our 
wish to compare the 
present interpreta- 
tion of the play with 
that of days gone 
by, there is not 
much to say on the 
subject, excepting 
that the playgoer 
will miss a treat 
should he fail to 
witness a perform: 
ance of the revived 
comedy at the Hay- 
market Theatre, Tue 
company — engaged 
tuiuterpret the piece 
is as geod as could 
possibly be desired, 
and we need only 
mention the names 
of such carable peo- 
7 P ple as Beerbolhm 
Tree, Kemble, Fred Terry, Julia Nelson and Rose Leclercq, to be 
assured of some excellent acting. 


On Friday, June 3rd, after their return from the Oaks, the Mil- 
dewed Dustheap and Family accepted the invitation of the geuial 
kK. V. Page, and paid a visit to 
the Royal Cambridge Hall of 
Varieties, where dainty Kitty 
Fairdale. the Selbini Troupe 
of Acrobatic Bicvelists, Al- 
bert Chevalier, Dan Leno, 
Ada Reeve, the Sisters Lloyd, 
and numerous other taleuted 
and beauteous _ performers 
united to cheer the Old Man 
up and make him partially 
forget what an unfortunate 
day he’e had of it at Epsom. 


s 

THERE are, doubtless, many 
good and sufficient reasons 
for the fact, but we must, 
nevertheless, confess that it 
has always been a source of 
wonderment to us why the 
average “station cab" is such 
an uncommonly dirty aud 
altogether disreputable 
vehicle,aud Larbours between 
its shafts as tame and wobe- 
gone a crock as ever dared 
show its face outside the 
knacker's. Often aud often 
have we, after taking a hansom - 
or “ four-wheeler” off the cab : 
rank in the station vard, been ATRNY Wen 
more than disgusted with the ; 
utter Ranarstopn: scot of the whole turn out, with the result that we 
now, unless the elements are exceptionally unpropitious, seek our 
cabs in the streets outside. We should much like an answer to 
the query contained in the first ag of this paragraph, and, as 
there are, doubtiess, others equally curious, we shall be glad to 
receive some explanation on the aubieat nud paint what appears to 
us the most reasonable one in the 4 Editor's Letter-Bux.” 

s 

So Sir Henry Teaacs, whose name will be familiar to most people 
in convection with the Lord Mayoralty of Loudon and the Hansard 
Union, bas left London for the distant shores of South America, 
SLOPER hates libel actions, and his only commenttupon Sir Henry's 
journey is coutained in the solitary but expressive, “ Humph!” 


s 
JuNE s likely to prove one of, if not fhe liveliest months of the 
year 1892, Besides the tropical heat aud Ascot, two very important 


things in them- 
NOT BEFORE 
ATS WARTED. 


selves, we 
Bwana) 


may expect a 
general election, 
and the probabili- 
ties of high jinks 
throughout the 
country are, to say 
the least, highly 
promising. With 
Gladstone in good 
fighting trim, 
A, SLOPER primed 
up for the occasion, 
we have something 
rich in store for us, 
and the fight will, 
doubtless, be one of 
the most exciting 
of the present cen- 
tury. Liberal and 
Conservative 
alike will throw 
themselves into 
the fight on this 
occasion with a 
vigour hitherto 
unparalleled in 
history, and that 
the best men will 
win is the heartfelt wish of A. Siopgr, Esq., M.P., T.W.M., 
P.B., ete., ete. alte 
* 


IN answer to many correspondents az to which party he intends 
attaching himself to at the coming general election, A. SLOPER's 
answer is that he don't carea hang. The party that is most liberal 
with free drinks is certain to command his services, 


* 

DURING the greater part of Tuesday, June 7th, Sir Augustus 
Harris was, we are informed, evgaged in an exciting search fora 
tenor capable of singing Lohengrin, at Covent Garden. M, Jean 
de Reszke had resolved to take a rest, M. Van Dyck became sud- 
denly indisposed, Mr, Hedmoud was found to by in Liverpool, and 
Signor Morello, who was pext communicated with, replied that he 
was too unwell to sing the part, which was ultimately given to 
M. Montariol, But why all this difficulty? Is not the Chevalier 
Scovel in town, and in better voice than ever? Considering the 
enormous success he scored when he sang Lohengrin last season, 
Sir Gus’s mad hunt is hardly intelligible. He ueed have goue no 
further than Prince's Chambers. o 
s 
rogramme, the fight between the 


As rezards the strength of 
ls for mastery becomes more inter- 


Tivoli aud Pavilion Music Ha! 
esting day by day; and, 
spetking for either hall, it 
would be difficult for even 
the most dissatisfied of 
mortals to find exception 
to their Whitsuntide com- 
pinies. Each hal! provides 
us with twenty-seven turns, 
which comprise all the 
music hall stars now in Lon- 
don ; and, during the present 
spell of warm weather, it is 
almost unnecessary to state 
that both halla are well 
atronized, Before Charles 
Lorton took the Tivoli in 
hand it was geuerally un- 
d-retood that to open a 
music hall in the Strand 
spelt Ruin, financially. 
Recent events have shown 
us otherwise, As for the 
London Pavilion, we have 
nothing to add to what we 
have said previously, viz., 
that everything is here con- 
ducted as well as could 
possibly be desired. 


* 

On, yes! A. SLOPER has 
visited the Mirror Maze at 
the Horticultural Exhibi- 
tion, and has paid the penalty thereof. The shock, consequent on 
his first appearance ou the scene, upset his system thoroughly, 
for, thinking he bad “got ’em again,” he proceeded to make 
things hum by demolishing everything in his immediate neigh- 
bourhood. Tue result is that be is now charged with destroying 
the mirrors which comprise the famous inaze. 


eS 


| 


(Saturday, June 18, 1299 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR FOR THB WEEK ENDING JUNE 251H, 1892, 
——o— 


_ 19th June, 1858.—Watts Phillips, under this date, j;, ; 
journal, Zowa alk, says :—“ They have Seeun to pull down t).,. 
Adelphi. Dear old Adelphi! we are sure we shall never een” 
new house as well. Part of the excitement of going there w haa 
you were never sure of getting in, that you were quite sure uf | 
squevzed, aud that you stuod a fair chance of being burnt iodo 
It was something to braveall that, and roam through it unse: i 


20th June (reign of Henry VII.; date of year not given } . 
probably 1501).—In the township of Porthaethy, there exis... 
short time ago the record of the power of feudal proprie:. * 
sell his vassals or villuius, and Dafydd ap Griffydd and two ut, 
“free tenants of our Lord the King, iu the township of Ri.., 
gadog.” Sold Horsell Matto and two others as slaves, © witi: tj... 
successors procreated, and to be procreated, and all their goods,’ ;,; 


Zist June, 1661.—“ This morning, says Mr. Samuel Pe), 
under this dute, “going to my father’s, | met him, and he aid 
went aod drank our morning draught at Samson's, in py, ; 
Churchyard.” Of the house alluded to, the “ Dolphin,” in Seetlis. 
Lane, no trace now remains. i 


22nd June, 303.—St. Alban, the protomartyr, was execu. | 
this day by the orders of Diocletian, near Verulam. “A: ; . 
prayers, the little river, over which he had to be led, dried uy, . 
as tu allow him to pass. The executioner, converted by the 
refused to kill the Saint, aud therefore was beheaded with |; 


23rd June, 1792.—In the Connoisseur of the middle of: 
Jast century a fair writer says :—* Our muid, Betty, tells met. + 
1 go backwards, without epeaking a word, into the garden 1; 
Midstunmer Eve and gather a rose, and keep it ina clean | . 
paper without looking at it till Christmas Dag, it will bea 
as in June; and if I then stick it in my bosom, be that is to 
husband will come and take it out.” 


24th June, 18'78.—Charles Mathews, the comedian, died ti . 
day, aged seventy-five. We are informed by a writer in fu, 
woed's Magazine, in 1852, that “he was received, on his first appear. 
ance upou the stage, with a burst of affectionate welcome thet 
more for his father’s name than a monument in Westininste: 
Abbey can do.” : 


= cP en 
25th June, 1839.—During a thunderstorm, in Sussex, on 
this day, the lightning struck a fo'd of sheep, on Dean's sien: 
belonging to Mr. Tompsett, of Piddinghoe, an killed ninety 
in the fold, fifty-five sheep and thirty-seven lambs, leaving but 
few alive, and those in a seuseless state. : 


POOR BOY. 

THE following touching verses on a charming and clever young 
Actress, now travelling in the provinces, were inscribed oma broker, 
heart string with the cuneiform end of a sausage roll, and leitcu 
our back doorstep by a blind Brahmin from Dumfries :-— 

“ With many apolegics to MIsS HELEN Conway. 
“ Of all the girls that are so fair 
There's nove like pretty Helen ; 
There's in our village, I declare, 
No fairer maiden dwellin’. 
I've searched the land for miles :round, 
From Snowdon to Helvellyn, 
And lots of lovely girls | ve found, 
But ne'er a one like Helen. 


“Of all the davs that’s in the weck 
1 dearly love but one day, 
And that’s the day that comes bei ween 
A Saturday and Monday, 
For then [ write a billy dov— 
That's French (excuse the spellin’), 
And lovingly inscribe it to 
The oue and only Helen."* 


ALLY {s on the track of this Dumfriesian Brahmin, and wil. 
raixe Helen-lomumy if he catches him! 

© In consequence of pressure on our space the remaining seventy-four vers 
are omitted.—ED. 


A RENT IN THE CLOUDS. 

HE stopped just as he reached the corner of Regent Street ar | 
Oxford Street, gazed into the sky, scratched his chin, aud though 
fully pulled at the ends of his moustache. A small vewspape? 
boy, observing him, tore across from the opposite side of the reac, 
at immivent jeril, and, halting at his very toes, yelled— 

“Ere y‘ar, all the winners ‘n’ startin’ prices—paiper!” 

But the man only fumbled in his waistcoat yan wrinkled Is 
brows, pursed up his lips, ecratched his hea aud biew his vos, 
with a manner more deliberate than the collection of bad vebts. 

“St ain't me he wants; it’s Jimmy, with the flamers,” mused the 
newspaper bos, and, raising his voice to three tivors above concert 
pitch, be yelled, “J—ver, Jim—may ?” Sesto 

Jimmy came bounding acrosa the busy road. dashed up, vmost 
cannoning against the prospective customer, and gasped— 

“"Ere y’ar—flamers, two fora penny. Take the last two, capt. 

But all he did was to open bis mouth, tug at his lower lip: 
mutter to himself. A crowd soon collected that fairly blo 
the traffic. A Bayswater omnibus pulled up, too, and a gentlem 
on the roof called, authoritatively, “Give ‘im air.” He thous 
the poor fellow was going to faint. Soon a painstaking con- 
of the D Division arrived on the scene, who sent him, in ¢! 
of another constable, to a hotel in the vicinity, where he cou. 
have his head bathed in cold water. . nah 

No, it wasn't blood to the head, nor, indeed, anything s0 trivia 
He wasa married man, trying to think what it wns his wife hae 
told him to be sure and bring home with him from Oxford Street. 


le te: 


last of & lang line—to come down to the old hhomeatend in AY: 
and the confo 

chin-tearing laboratory, when it was 1 
two-and-sixpence a month, and had what they liked. oe 
poor wretch ! thought the same razor would cut in ‘air—we i i 
Ayr! The first member joined on Tuesday. He had a * in 
hair cut, shampoo, and fifty minutes with the “chirop ¢ 
Attendance” then and there. On Wednesday he had a shiv 
a singe, and came in twice to wash his hands, Thursday. 
and application of bay rhum. Came in to borrow the veo 
brush late in the evening, as he had fallen into an alluvial ep 
dear to the natives of these parts as the “banks o' the ve kad 
Doon,” On Friday he had a hot bath, saying that the uhete : 
ordered him to take one every day to reduce his bulk, Conn” 
later in the day, he introduced another bulk-reducer, on * | 
half-crown he said he thought he ought to have a comm” 
This the tonsorialist refused, especially as the new CUS ON et 
he was surprised that the barber didn’t throw in a midcat |, 
and a few cigars now and then, On Saturday—— But wit’ | 
went on Saturday the shop was closed, “A T. T.’s assist je 
cemiitted suicide, and “A T, T.” had left the town before ie 
sued by those two particular customers for compensation * 
neglect they sutfered on the day of the funeral. 
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Saturday. June 18, 1892.) 
ORSE THAN (DIAMOND) BACKED-ERIA. 


OE; ain in alarm at the return of the devastating 
(Farmers are a8*') t wond Backed Moth.) 


ALL those who 
grow hops 
Or cereal crops— 
In short, ev'ry 
farmer 
Has had an 
alarmer, 
And, indeed, is just 
now’very wroth; 
And the cause of 
his state 
Is (sad to relate) 
A thing sad and 
soulful— 
Yen, dreadfully 
doleful— 
The return of the 
iamond 
Backed Moth! 


Farmers’ toil will 
again, 

Some opine, be 
in vain. 


gee ge A 
Is Hullo Farmer. 


.— 
. here we are =) 


As thouzh he had wallowed in sloth ! 
Rut soon with one voice 
May our farmers rejoice 
At the flight of that louring, 
That rich-crop-devouring 
Dark demon, the Diamond Backed Moth ! 


————»—————— 


TUGGLETUCK’S STRATAGEM. 
“\sp remember this, Mr. Tuggletuck,” concluded the estimable 


| 

. will be useless, even supposing you can find the keyhole.” 
reletuck smiled—a somewhat confident smile it was, He 
, from extensive experience, that it was useless to argue; and, 
-ides. had he not cunningly provided for emergency? Mary— 
pnipathetic, kissable Mary = 

the “general,” was to 
ive the pantry window 
fastened, which could be 
sily reached by the aid 
a pair of steps kept in 
little shed at the back. 
slight drop and he would 
e safely inside, and could 
nik out through the 
iiehen and enjoy a com- 
brinble bed, and the yet 
eater pleasure of puzzling 
i ontwitting his spouse, 
br Mary was to remove all 
mees of the method of en- 
mice when shecame down 
lisht the fires. 
Mr. Tuggletuck did not 
ev hie wife’s commands 
returning at eleven; in 
rt, if we are to believe 
estimony of a neigh- 
: clock, it was just three when he staggered up his garden 
id made his way to the rear of the premises, clutching for 
ional support at the prickly branches of the standard rose- 
ees. How he mounted those rg he will never, never know, and 
was perhaps after the fiftieth fall that he reached the window, 
uvezed through it, hung fora moment and dropped. It seemed 
fearful drop, and when he picked himself up, te was painfully 
n-cious that he had sprained his ankle. It was pitch dark ; but 
Pcroped around, bringing down on his head, from a shelf above, 
ige of flour and a bag of eggs. Then he fell over the beer- 
and followed up this exploit by sweeping a delightful 
ortment of edibies and fluids on to the floor, and tearing his 
zers against odd hooks and nails, Where was that confounded 
por? Ah, joy! here at last. He turned the handle, pushed, shook 
bat the door did not yield, and then the awful truth dawned 
pon him—zt was locked ! 
And locked it was, for Mrs, Tuggletuck, who had either over- 
ard or suspected the deep laid plot, had, after sending the servant 
bed, fastened it with lock and bolt. {t was impossible to reach 

window from inside, and when Mary visited the pantry 
n,she nearly fainted at the sight of the cut, bruised and 
< figure, with his clothes hopelessly ruined, surrounded by 
debris, with his head in the bread-pan, his feet supported 
‘ire pounds of “best fresh,” sleeping the sleep of exhaustion 
dd uld brown brandy upon the cold, pitiless stone. 
a ee 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 51.—CAMILLE DANVERS. 


HER voice like sweetest 
honey tlows, [ble toes, 

She lifts on high her nim- 

/ She makes the brains of 

/ brainless beaux 

f Witk frenzy whirl, 

Then nightly to her cab 
she glides, [she rides, 

And west by west-nor'-west 

Yet knows no mortal where 
abides 

The Danvers girl! 


For, when she lived in 
Rifraf Row, [or snow, 
Each night, in rain or hail 
Two hundred gay young 
sparks or so, 
With blare or skirl, 
On banjo, flute and fiddle 
played, (nade 
By way of amorous sere- 
To that most choice and 
charming maid, 
The Danvers girl! 


And all the neighbours, 
wild with woe, 

Declared they'd from their 

houses go, 

Unless the landlord from 
the Row 

" Would Danvers hurl : 

So now in what retreat she dwells 

To no bold serenader tells 

That best beloved of beanteous helles, 

The Danvers girl! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 
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ALEXANDRA PARK TROTTING CLUB, 11 LUDGATE HILL, 
LONDON, E.C., June 3rd, 1892. 

DEAR SLOPER,—I much regret that you were welshed at the last 
meeting. In my defence, I may mention that | had R. Jacobs of 
Newmarket and Sergeant Stallan of London, engaged at a consider- 
able expense, to keep the big ring clear of these undesirable gentry, 
therefore | am sure you will admit I did my best, especially as I 
also had five plain clothes detectives about the rings to look after 
thieves, I can assure you I do all in my power to protect the 
gable, and it is most annoying to hear that some welsher eluded 

acoba and Stallan, I hope to give you some more good sport on 
the 20th and 27th inst. Yours faithfully, F. CATHCART. 
_ Thanks for the Trotting Match Cartoon; “General Scott” isn't 
in it with the appearance of your steed. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 


No. 118.—HE FINDs HE HAS MORE REASONS THAN ONE FOR 
TAKING HI3 “ ANNUAL.” 

OH, the Fossil he sobbed and the Fossil he sighed 
And the Fossil he plaintively pleaded ; 

But the heart of his “ Dutch” couldn't manage to touch, 
And his plaintive appeala were unheeded. 

“You have squandered your hoard through the winter.” 

she roared 

dane astill deeper sigh the P. B. sighed), 

“Till at last we're so poor that I cannot afford 
To allow you to go to the seaside.” 


Now, he knew jolly well, did the cunning Old Man, 
That his spouse had a “stocking” been saving ; 

So he ‘cutely began to cast ronnd fora plan 
To secure him the treat he was craving. 

And he hit on a dodge wherewithal to dislodge 
Madame Sloper’s spondulicks so shiny : 

“T will make some old worm of a doctor affirm 
That L'il die if 1 seek not the briny!” 


So to good Dr. Jones, in lugubrious tones, 
He explained how unwell he was feeling, 
With a sti ch in his side, and a pain in his bones, 
And a brain like « whirligig reeling. 
And he wearily moaned, as he paid, with a sigh, 
His last pound to the medical mumimer, 
“Will you please certify that Ul certainly die 
If I seek not the seaside this summer?” 


But the Fossil, alack ! hadn't found the right track 
When he made Dr, Jones his ndviser : 

“Do you think me, base knave, an unprincipled quack ? 
I'ma man who despises a lie, sir! 

I will pocket vour fee, but no party I'll be 
To your dodges so ely and so stealthy ; 

I've examined vou fully—prav, take it from me, 
That your system's abnorinally healthy !” 


Then the Tear-laden Tank did 80 grievously cry, 
That the Doctor's kind heart began bleeding : 

“Dry your eye! dry youreye! Without writing a lie, 
I can write you the cert. you are needing ; 

I've examined you well, and, although you're a swell 
In your togs, I’ve a mighty strong notion 

That a wash you've ne'er had, you contemptible cad, 
Since, last August, you di in the ocean, 

So I'll hand unto you a certificate true, 
That for twenty-five weeks—yea, or thirty— 

You have need to disport at some hathin g resort, 
Just because you're so deucedly dirty!" 

eee 


SLIPPETTS’ SILVER WEDDING. 

THE celebration of the Slippetts’ silver wedding had been the 
leading topic of conversation in the best circles of society, as it 
flourished at Tooting Beck, for months pete the oldest 
sulvent inhabitant even averred that no sach excitement had been 
manifest there since the poisoning of Mr. Bravo. It was the func- 
tion of this end of a tired century, and was voted “ ripping,” not- 
withstanding the terrible ieee ein of the diareputable Mr. 
Brigginfoogle, who dropped in without ever being asked. He was 
something or other on a daily paper was Brigginfoogle. He left 
Tooting Beck every evening about sundown, and staggered back 
into it, as a rule, somewhere about noon on the following day. He 
was said to havea large heart and a keen partiality for a cheap 
brand of cooking whisky. He'd evidently been giving way to his 
partiality when he turned up amongst the estimable celebrants of 
the wedding. On such an occasion one doesn't like to cold-shoulder 
anyone, and so mine host and hostess, with some misgivings, made 
Brigginfoogle welcome. They found him a seat at the festive 
board ; and when the “W. and A. Gilbey” had passed round six 
or seven times, they were hardly surprised to see the unbidden 
guest rise to his feet and clear his burning thront. 

“Lad'es 'n' gen'Il'men,” he broke forth, “lad‘es ‘n’ en ee I 
came here t'-day because I like Mist’ Slippett. Good old Slippett ! 
1 like Mise's Slippett, and their daughters—their pree'y daughters.” 

“Yere, yere!" shouted the guests, as, taking advantage of the 
excitement, they keted the dessert. 

“Yesh ; an' I like ole ei pDer ‘cos he's got such a pree'y wife.” 

Once more the applanse beenme opal 

“Bat, mark you, dmiring Miss’s S. as 1 do, I sh'd admire hera 


good in the mouth, amia——' 

There was a dull thud as he fell under the table; and before 
smart young Souper, the stockjobber, who had crawled beneath 
the groaning board and heeled him, left for home that night, 
Slippett, in his gratitude, had given him his eldest daughter to wed. 


I GAVE HER A GIFT. 
I GAVE hera gift, and a gift of worth— 
Yea, a priceless gift—I thonght it, 
For not all the wealth upon ail the earth, 
And in all the seas, would have bought it. 
And I fondly deemed that, although her love 
For all other things might waver, 
Till the hour of her death she would prize above, 
All her fancies, the gift I gave her. 


I gave hera pitts and I said with joy— 
“She will hold ita sacred treasure!" 
But she treated my gift as a worthleas toy, 
To be played with for wanton pleasure. 
And the toy was crushed in her cruel glee, 

And then, with serene disfavour 
And a scornful sneer that was death to me, 
She returned me the gift I gave her. 


I gave her a gift; and a gruesome doom 
Hag accrued from the luckless giving ; 

She disports in her beauty and pride and bloom, 
While my life is not worth the living. 

And anon in a cage, from the world apart, 
I shall linger, a senseless raver, 

Or the worms—God grant it !—shall gnaw my heart, 
For my heart was the gift { gave her! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

Why are Messrs. Toole and Barrie lexicographers 7—Because 
they have brought out the latest edition of “ Walker.” 

THE Spring Poet's only Ink-'am: The way he daubs his fingers, 

To save the unrighteous from “going down into a pit,” the 
righteous goeth up into one, We mean the pul-pit. 

To enjoy Bobs by spending a Bob: Go iuto the gallery of the 
theatre where Arthur Jtuberts is acting. 
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SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
THE WICKED WORLD. 


gees 
i CHAPTER IT. 

“IT means ruin, my child—complete, total ruin, Everything 

must gv, and I shall have to face the world without a maravedi,” 


It means ruin.” 


said the Count di Carldoddi,as he laid his arm round the shoulders 
of his lovely daughter, Julliet di Carldoddi, who knelt at his feet 
as he reclined in an easy-chair. 

“Tis asad outlook, my girl. I care not for myself, but with 
your education, with your life in the past, 1 see not how you are to 
face the triais before you,” the Count continued, 

“Fear not for me; | am strong, and, besides, | hope—I think— 
it will not—that is——" she hesitated, whilea bright blush mantled 
on ler cheek, 

“ Have no concealments from me and no hesitations, Think you 
not Ll have seen what has been passing beneath my very eve? 
You think that Lombardi di Saratoga will wed you, and that thus 
your fate may be averted?” 

“And if 1 did,” said the maiden, “it was with no merely selfish 
thought. My fate is bound up with yours. Wiaever is mine | 
would share with you, and | would not wed even Lombardi di 
Saratoga, did vot I think that he would be willing to aid vou.” 

“I knew it, my darling, I knew it,” said the Count, with deep 
emotion. “I feel that if all had been well otherwise, | could have 
cheerfully wélcomed Lombardi di Saratoga as your husband, and 
to have borrowed an occasional half-crown from him, but all is 
wrong there, too. The Saratogas were proud to obtain an alliance 
with the Carldoddi as long as | was rich, but they are too poor to 
afford the luxury now that we are poor, Saratoga has been hard 
up for years, and | cared not, so long as you were happy, to inter- 


“I knew it, my darling.” 


fere with your love-making with him. He is of a good family, and 
I had wealth enough for both but for this ill omened speculation. 
But now, mark my word, there will be some reason discovered to 
break off the match.” 

“Could I but think it?” muttered Julliet. 

“Be wary, my child, be wary, Guard your heart well. If you 
see that he abate aught in his expressions of love for you, know at 
once that our disaster is known. Let it not be said that a Saratoga 
has put a slight upon a Caridoddi.” 

“That shall never be said,” said Julliet, firmly. 

“That is my own child, Be brave and watchfal. If you detect 
the slightest display of coldness on his part, tear him from your 
heart at once.” 


“If he be false, I shall be true to myself. T can have no love for 


F . ehh ae | i aim his own weakness.” 
great deal more if she was a widder. She's jes’ ‘bout my age—still | one who is ready to proclaim his own w 


“ And, my love, you will not regret it. It may be hard——" 

“Tt will not be hard. I will blot Lombardi di Saratoga from my 
mind, as I would a figure from a slate, if I doubt it. 1 shall not 
cry my eyes out over the matter, never fear.” 

“My own child,” said the tender hearted parent, as he fondly 
stroked her hair, “'tis this | have dreaded most of all. I feared 
that Lombardi di Saratoga loved you not less, but loved your for- 
tune more, and if such were the case——" 

“Tf such were the case, and I learned it at the very altar, | would 
spurn hin from my side,” said Julliet, proudly, “Iam no maw- 


ie 


“ Be firm anil fear not.” 


kish child to weep my eres ont about a paltry lover, and as fora 
mercenary one, good sooth, net 1!" 

“That is the apirit to encourage, Tnlliet ; be firm and fear not. 
{t will be hard to part with our position here, but we will still be 
together.” . 
(To be continued next week.) 
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THD "F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. A QUESTION OF 


SS 


IDENTIFICATION. 


No. 260—ARTOUR SHREWSBURY, 
“Born at the usual period of youth, Arthur was brought up 


cecil. Tlush! there's someone coming. By the slam of the gate I should say it’s Fred. 
Ldith (eagerly), It's Harry's knock. 


by the aid of the bottle and flonrisned—might have flourished U 
Just as well without it, but it is doubtful. Was intended for the Grace (triumphantly). Tut it’s the way Walter wipes his feet. | Boss, Sav, Julius Coesar, is it coud ? |} 
clerical profession, but owing to his partiality for piteh-and- (And they were all wrony It was only the aasman coming to attend the meter, | Mr. Julius Cesar. No, sah, but it am berry wee i 

7 . 


toss, an] other Sunday games, did not embrace anything, in 
fact, but the girle—but them he embraced at every opportunity 
—but still is not married, Might have been so, but fell in love 
with cricket at a very early ave. Haa never deserted his first 
love. Caused a sensation in cricket at an early age by smashing 
innumerable windows, Has since kept up his breaking propen- 
sities by breaking batting records. Arthur is a splendid 
cricketer and a good eater, Was once thought to be con- 
sumptive, but is now consilered to be getting stout. Is a sure 
run-getter in an emergency, and always pays his tailor’s bills. 
Is over thirty and under forty, and is fair besides, Has plenty 
of money and knows how to spend it, and ridicules the idea of 
Australian being better than English cricket. Has broken 
numerous ducks’ eggs during his career. Was created F.O.S., 
and the “Sloper Award of Merit” presented to Lim June 2ist, 
1890."—Debrett Improved. 


AN UNFORTUNATE MISTAKE. 


| 
| 
Thereis noting particularly romantic about this. The young 
lady has only got up here to luvk for her horse, which has run { 
nwey. 
= =a a 
| a 
| ietiianicwngs 
{ niin, 
| —> 
' LE 
GEL 
AE rie cat 
(1). Bonnder and Cheanside put up for the night at the "Cat and Bootiack ” when lazy bones. No sknlking!" And he proceeded to hammer at the door with Lis boot 
doing their great Holiday walking tonr the ether day. After a most in Hectnal —-(4). Till the dreams of the ecenpant of that chaniber took something of te 
and enjovable evening, spent in the taproom, they retired to rest, thoroughly tired form. still he slept. —05). At length Bounder became iimpationt and even aaliar 
out. “Shay. old chap.” seid Cheapside. as he bade his triend good night, * wish you'd and with an unusually vigorons hick entered the room somewhat in this fasta 
make a—(Aic !)— mental note of the number on 3 Im safe to sleep likea (6), * Now then, wake up, Timbertead,” he shouted, and wrenehed off the berdte 
| lox, and Twant yon to knock me up early—see + ishallri,’ returned Bounder, But the sleeper was not Cheapside, but an indignant stranger, who wits enjoy 
© Number one, one, one, five thoushan’ an’ one, five. five, one. All right, old man, TH first sleep for days after a bout of tooethache.— —17), And when C. looked in | 
have you out if you're alive.” (2), Next morning, waking with a fearful * bead” hour later, the explanations were still going on. There are bandayes and splint> 
on him, Bounder remembers his promise to rouse his friend,——(3). * Let's see, what and Bounder is somewhere inside. For a time at least the great walking tours: 
number was it, by-the-way? Oh, eight. That's it, of course. Come, up you get, . postponed. Perhaps to be resumed in a year or when Bounder's bruises are better. 
ae ee ee i 
GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. “AS YOU LIKE IT.” “OH, WHAT A SURPRISE!” 
i 
| d 
“Why, I pnt a tanner on Sir Hngo, and yet you only give me 
a bob back!” “That's all right, my bey, I ain't a bookmaker | 
myself, only an agent, 80 there's my cominission to deduct.” | ee 
ee 
| 
| 
| 
1 
| ‘ 
| 
| 
y 
| us 
Fe 


; 4 Touchstone. Do my simple features content you, Awdrey ? | Rather a sudden come down, wasn't it? Ani then 
No. 14.—Dora, \ Audrey, Your features? Lord warrant us! What features? | water leaving her high and dry, too—it was & 


yer machine up ‘ills? ‘Ere y're, on'y a penny ter see yer safe to 
—the top.” 


“Hi, guv'nor, why don’ yon engage a hunder study to take | 
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